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Meet Me In The Blah Blah Blah Room: Liam 


2 Mes : &’YX 
Lynch’s ‘United States of Whatever,’ 
20 (some) Years Later (originally on the CREEM website, reprinted for posterity) 


\ 
, November 25, 2002 produced the viral hit that would become America’s first 100 j 
percent accurate national anthem. 


by: Zachary Lipez. November 15, 2022 WReATEVER 


Whatever In The Landscape 


% 


Liam Lynch's “United States of Whatever’ is, in a sense, a novelty garage rock song. In 
another sense, “United States of Whatever’ is the entire history of novelty garage rock 
songs, condensed into less than two minutes. Over a distorted, barely interpolated 
Surfaris guitar riff and a clattering beat that sounds as if it were recorded on, played on, | 
~~ and performed by a sheet of aluminum foil, Lynch yelps about a series of failed social 
~ interactions, punctuated by a chorus of the song's title being belched out. It's like a 
‘ grade schooler describing the Sam Kinison version of “Wild Thing” to his single 
mom—an anti-heroic claim to nihilistic autonomy. 


In the fall months of 2002, American popular music was in its second year of a 
misremembering-of-history hysteria. The United States at the time was both doe-eyed 
victim and righteous vigilante. George Bush Jr. saw himself as Gotham’s avenging 

angel, with the Twin Towers as Batman’s parents—Thomas and Martha Wayne laid low 

in the Crime Alley of Manifest Destiny's historical currents—and as proxies for George's ly 


own pearl clutching pappi, George Bush Sr., humiliated a decade previous by Saddam 
Hussein, a.k.a., the Joe Chill of Mesopotamia. 


, The superhero analogy quickly falls apart. There’s nothing comic books love more than 
a good origin story and America, in 20 


ausation. 


“fy Like so much of what occurred in the 
Wy first few years of the new millennium 
'\ (Y2K hysteria, 9/11, the Strokes, etc.), 
“United States of Whatever’ was a 21st 
century event that’s roots grew out of 
the century that came before it. In this 
case, those roots were a short lived 
television show, called The Sifl and Olly 
Show, which aired on the Music 
Television cable network for two 
} seasons in 1998 (a third season was 
4 filmed but not aired on MTV). The Sifl 
{ and Olly Show was a comedy show 
where the characters were performed by 
actors’ hands, using 
comedically-tailored socks as costumes. 
In the sketch that introduced “United 
States of Whatever,” the character of Sifl 
(voiced by show co-creator Matt Crocco) 
bemoans his friend Olly (voiced by 
Lynch) over using the term “whatever,” 
saying “it's cliche crap...1 can’t believe 
you...you may think it looks cool but it’s 
—_ really dumb” to which Olly’s response is: 
“I got the ‘tude now. So just whatever. | 
don’t care. I'm just letting it happen. I'm 
freewheeling...” And then, before an 
American flag backdrop, as the black 
sock of Sifl looks on in bemused dismay, 
‘ the white sock of Olly sings his new 
a. oe ald anthem. 


a 


Though “United States of I 
Whatever” the sketch aired in| 

1997, it wasn’t until five years 
later, after CDRs of the song te 
were illicitly shared like q 
Napster-god-breathing-spirit into 
the clay of CD technology, that it 
would be officially released, It 
immediately became a massive 
hit, partially making its mark on 
j history by being the shortest song |; 
to (at that time) reach the top of IF 
: the U.K. pop charts. [# 
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That it took “United States of Whatever” = . MEQ MD NY 
eee ‘ eso Ne 2002, however, was a different ball of f 


five years to fulfill its earworm promise is 
no surprise. While the market for novelty 4 
songs is eternal, and rarely dependent 2 
upon genre, the humorous music of 
1997 was decidedly of the “not rock” 
variety, with Chumbawamba’s 
“Tubthumping” being too close to a 


worldview. And, while irony, in the wake i. 
of 9/11, had been declared dead, that \. 
edict had been declared with no input 

from the population at large who still 
loved to laugh and only half mean stuff. & 

And so “United States of Whatever,” one 

part grungy refusal and one part 
proto-Apple ad, took off. Whatevermania | 
swept the nation. An oblique anthem for | 
a youth bristling at the meaning being ' 
foisted upon them by the older 
generations who couldn't decide what 
they missed more: the Summer of Love 
or the Crusades. Plus, if you wanted to 
relate to the Strokes or the Moldy 
Peaches but didn’t know any coke 
dealers or models, “United States of 
gy Whateve "would do in a pinch. 


with Squirrel Nut Zippers’ “Hell” being 
the most rock-adjacent hit. In fact, with 
both the third wave of ska and Aqua’s 
“Barbie Girl’ dominating the charts, it’s 
arguable that the very concept of 
“novelty” song was redundant in 1997. 
Not to mention the similarities between 
“United States of Whatever’, in both title Pa 
and song structure, and the entire 
catalog of The Presidents of The United 
States of America—that would’ve been 
too much for a listening public still 
recovering from the national hangover 
caused by the latter band’s chipper 
omnipresence. 


SS 


c effect “United States of 


It's impossible to overstate (or even state) the seismi 
OZ fs, D Whatever” had at the time, or the effect the song's reverberations have had, going 
hy 4 backwards and forward in time, ever since. “United States of Whatever’ is a song where fag 

the Beach Boys embraced neither quadraphonics nor Reaganomics. It’s a song where 

garage acts like the Pacific Northwest's Sonics were bigger than the Beatles. It’s a song 

that encompasses both the garage and surf of the 1960s, the retrograde “authenticity” 
of ‘70s punk, the solipsism of the 1980s, the irony of ‘90s “punk,” the medium-stakes 
death urge of grunge (with special attention paid to Soundgarden’s “Sub Pop Rock 

City”), the celebratory crapulence of both Weezer and Ween, and the bubblegum joy of 

both the Clueless soundtrack and the Clueless film itself. “United States of Whatever” 
manages to find the middle ground between such disparate sounds as that of the Hives 
and the White Stripes, between comedy and tragedy, between the Dwarves’ 

“Motherfucker,” and “Let's Fuck” by the Dwarves. 
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Almost as soon as “ 
Whatever” dropped, Jack and Meg 
White dropped the pretense of an 
ambiguous relationship, the Strokes 
decided one good album was Probabl > 
good enough, and Interpol’ wie 
bought a dog-eared Copy of Stella 
Adler's The Art of Acting. In the dee 
South, an itinerant Wiseblood-es u : 
¢ Preacher convinced three eile ‘ f 
a gang of apple-cheeked en 
i , 
pic pene that they'd have a brighter 


United States of 


an rene to 
future if they pretended 
be brothers 4 


Death From fF 


Above 4979 happening - 
all. (To even consider SUC! 


a possibility Is 


eps 


ay, Whatever’s Clever 
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fj On the song’s Genius page, a user theorizes that the lyric “aren't you that dude...” 
§ refers to “Lynch pretending to be a stuck-up celebrity, with the fact that he would've only 
had a cult following at best adding another layer of humour.” 


This theory is, on its face, absurd. It fails to take into account that the protagonist of the 
original song is the sock puppet Olly. He could not be “the dude from...” any famous 
show, as the song was written before The Sifl and Olly Show achieved a cult following. 
: And Olly is not a celebrity. He is a sock. If chronology and common sense are going to 
be collapsed, a more plausible theory is that the lyrics are dog whistles to gain the 
attention of Tony Hawk, a pro-skater famous for his nonchalant attitude about getting 
recognized in increasingly prosaic circumstances. Regardless of the song's intent, 
“United States of Whatever” would indeed be featured in Tony Hawk’s Underground, 
2003's addition to Hawk’s Pro Skater video game series. (The “underground” of the 
game’s title refers to skateboarding opportunities below ground, not the metaphorical 

cultural “underground” which informed the aesthetic ideology shared by the two men.) 


Such seemingly willful misreadings of the text of “United States of Whatever,’—an 
insistence on applying an ahistorical lens upon the work and presuming a subtext of 
surface level irony—is sadly all too common in the 20 years of analysis, 

scholarly or populist, devoted to the song. 


In reality, the lyrics of “United States of Whatever” both adhere to and subvert the 
classic Thebes parable of man’s natural progression, posed as a 
riddle to the kinky hero Oedipus by the mythic sphinx. 


The song begins with: “I went down to the beach and saw kiki, she was all like F 
‘ewhhhh.” The beach, of course, is the place where we play as children; the sandbox E ti 
where everyone may as well be named “Kiki.” Then “this chick comes up to me and Bi 
she's all like 'hey... aren't you that dude...” The referring to a female by the diminutive | 
term for a baby chicken, followed by the oft misinterpreted questioning of his identity, } 
implies that if the song’s protagonist has aged at all, he’s still amongst children, 

still at the stage where children struggle with the names of things. 


a ee ke) | Le 


Our hero soon finds himself in an archetypal place of young adult affectation; a 
clubhouse, in this case a poolhall. There a “girl” (the state of being just beyond “chick”) 
“comes up and she's all like ‘uhhhhhh.” While language is still a struggle, the specific 
vowel sounds of the ostensible love interests specific exaltation makes clear a yearning 
that is at least (one hopes) post-pubescent. Within the confines of the medium, is 
“ea “uhhhhh’” less articulate (or, for that matter, less worrisome) than “she was just 

., seventeen/you know what | mean?” 


he 


By the fourth verse (“And then it's 3 a.m. I'm on the corner wearing 
my leather and this dude comes up to me and says ‘hey punk”), it’s 
clear that the song is now chronicling stages of adulthood; young 
adulthood spelled out by the disregard for reasonable bedtimes. peo 
Then, the protagonist's middle age is strongly implied by the ee 
wearing of a leather jacket and the caring about punk. 


Finally, like grandmothers playing Mahjong, the hero of “United States of 
Whatever” plays dice. He is forced, regardless of his protestations, to 
reckon with his living within a system (represented in the second to last Fa 
verse by both Officer Leroy and the high walls of the alley). § 


As the song ends, Liam Lynch’s proxy meets 
® Zafo. As we all must. The hero asks, as we all 7S 
do, “what's up?” aaa 


Zafo says, “Nothing.” 


The hero says, “that’s cool.” 


Because, really, what else can he say? There is no negotiating with Zafo. The song isa 
cinema vérité examination of a life’s stages. A tour de force of existential realism, with 
the surf guitar serving to drive home F. Scott Fitzgerald's dictum regarding the 
irretrievability of youth. 


Whatever’s Clever Il 


As to the song’s subversive qualities: these are illustrated by the protagonist muttering pf 
“whatever” at the end of every line. 
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Is saying “whatever” the most sane response to the crushing inanity of 
contemporary life, which would put the song within a tradition of refusal 
first spelled out in Nirvana’s use of “well whatever nevermind,” as 
after-thoughtful anti-anthem? Or is Liam Lynch, instead, like early 
defenses of “gangster” rap, providing incisive (but objective) 
documentation of cultural forces already in motion? 


Is “United States of Whatever’ a prescriptivist or descriptivist song? The 
actual question is: Is the song saying “whatever”? Or, a bit like “Monster 
Mash,” is the song about monsters and their rallying cry? Frankenstein or 
Frankenstein's monster? Some works of art exist to erase the thin 
membranous division between chicken and egg, life and the creation of 
life, mad doctor and the madness that made him. It’s pointless to try to find Fig cs: 
how far down the stacked turtles go. If “United States of Whatever” is a Be 
_ signifier, itis so in the way that the belief in God signifies God’s existence. 
If “whatever” is analogous to “America,” then it hardly matters if collective 
whateverdom is a product of manifest “whatever” destiny, or if the United 
States’ “whatever” ethos was built into its charter. 


Of course, as always when discussing great art, a far uglier interpretation 
of the themes at hand is possible: The direct translation of the title of 
literary provocateur Michel Houellebecq’s debut novel, published in 1994, 
is Extension of the Domain of Struggle, but the English language edition 
was published simply as Whatever. 


According to the Incel Wiki, the novel's English title “is a pithy example of the 
main characters (sic) dismissive and nihilistic view of life... Itis perhaps the most 
frank depiction of inceldom ever in literature, containing arguments about 
inceldom that the media later attributed to incel forums around 2018.” 


Knowing this raises another, distinctly unpleasant theory: that “United 
States of Whatever,” through its self-valorizing contempt for the Kiki and 
(in retrospect even more problematically unnamed) “chick,” was prescient 
in ways that (one hopes) would make even the song’s author unhappy. 
Luckily this theory is belied by the misandry shown to both the song's 
poolhall punk disliker and Officer Leroy. The lack of gender assigned to 
the character of Zafo renders the whole thing a draw. 

a - —s ; 


Whenever, Whatever 


What can one say about a song so broadly and stridently about 
abnegation as to render black metal’s anti-life project irrelevant, [im 
performed by a sock? Is celebrating such a song’s anniversary 
antithetical to its professed ethos? Or is a celebration required, 
truer to the song’s spirit than a rigid adherence to Liam Lynch's 
professed indifference to the rules? It’s hard to say. But the act of [ie 
observing anniversaries is inherently sentimental, and it would be 3 
counterfactual to ignore the joy that “United States of Whatever” [z%. 
brought to the world or at least Dave Grohl. Would the world as we [ie 
know it exist without the “United States of Whatever?” Would the [-;' 


United States? Would Hoodie Allen? a ‘ 


Only Liam Lynch might know for sure, and neither he nor his |". 
representatives responded to requests for comments. Someone at [gm 
CREEM said he’d get in touch with members of Baroness to 
discuss the influence that “United States of Whatever” had on that = 
band, but | guess he forgot. jgiggs 


ie 


Both Ezra Koenig and Laibach also, when reached via email, 
declined to comment. 


Be 
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At the end of the day, 2002 was 20 years ago. The years, like shit and like the Killers, 
happened. What Liam Lynch is doing now is anybody’s guess. A perusal of the index of 
Lizzy Goodman’s Meet Me In The Bathroom shows no mention of the name. Same with 
Spencer Ackerman’s Reign of Terror. Maybe Lynch has transcended his physical form. 
Maybe he’s a bird. Maybe he’s directing videos for Tenacious D. It is impossible to say 
without going through emails from publicists. All we can know for certain is that we are 

here, still living in whatever state of whatever. We wake up in the morning. We laugh 

_and we cry. We try our best to be more Kiki than Officer Leroy. We look to Zafo and 

hope that it, whatever “it” may be, remains cool. 


In 2002, Liam Lynch sang "this is MY United States of whatever." 


In 2022*, that whatever belongs to us all. 


(‘still applies NOW. FWP sez **THANK-U** Zach for being a cool and, ha, apathetic guy !!!) 


The American Flag 


There was a Denny’s in Everétt Washington where there hung 
a Jasper Johns print, framed. The one with The American 
Flag, centered and expanded and multiplied by three.» The 
pattern would surpass the bordér and the frame, if it only 
could. I always wanted to sit near the print while eating 
an omelet or pancakes, tossing: back coffee. 


While serving in the Navy, I would salute the flag at 

certain designated moments around “colors"-time, sunset- 

many enlisted sailors or airmen, marines and soldiers would 
blitz to the nearest building, any building, to avoid 

playing the ritual of standing at attention, saluting our | 


—_ 


shared banner. I probably malingered myself at times but I 
can’t really recall. Most occasions, I would stand in place 
and give due diligence and respect toward the flag, or, 
sight unseen, the source and sound of the music played for 
the evening colors. Years later I would recognize the 

" evening melody as a Satie piece, “Pour Sortir,” actually an 
» alteration of a French bugle call entitled “Retreat. " 


Glenn O’Brien, while he was alive, had put out a book. Ina | 
| section I'll paraphrase as “On Patriotism,” Glenn mentioned 
that he would not fly the flag over his home because said 
home was not a fortification or a bunker. I too would not. 
fly the flag, but if I owned one, the flag would hang in my 
garage or barn. I'd display the American Flag one of two 
ways: a) vertical from a rafter and a rope, with stars and 
bars up top, stripes just above the ground, or b) upside 
down, much like the Germs “Forming” 7” sleeve cover, 

' secured from a bulkhead. 


I am sure that I could honor this sentiment- f could toast 
| The American Flag with fresh ground coffee from a press. rT 
could salute The American Flag at twilight times; Germs or 
Satie could dutifully play-on from some dusted speaker box. 
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Kool-Aid Jamz, Or Another Night In Bloomington 


by Heff 
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In the lunchrooms of American schools, students get their kicks not from milk 
cartons, but from a pouch full of sugary, sweet Kool-Aid. These pouches filled with the 


nearly hundred year old liqu 
In Indiana’s first city, 


id delight are aptly called Kool-Aid Jammers. 
Vincennes (home of the infamous Lazy Cowgirls), myself 


(bein’ Heff) and coworker, Trent, practice three to four weeks in advance for a gig at the 


Orbit Room in Bloomington in late Septem 
drums. It will be the debut and final performance of whi 


Jammerz. 


The gig came about in late summer. After 


destructive noise, titled “Fuck You Beethoven”. 
music room of the school we both are employed at, 
to see a poster of Beethoven glaring at me sternly on 
Beethoven would be disgusted with us. His resp 
Regardless, I had a rise in confidence after that, an 


Bloomington local who does an experime 


ber. I play electric guitar and Trent plays 
at we labeled the Kool-Aid 


recording our first jam session of pure, 
.. called so because it occurred in the 
and when it was finished I looked up 
the wall. I then told Trent that 

onse was simply, “Fuck Beethoven”. 

d sent the recording to Ben Myers, a 
ntal night once a month at the Orbit Room. \ 


Ben is really open to anything, and offered us a slot on the September bill. Trent hated 


me for agreeing, as he had/has no intention of making music to perform in front of 


others. I told him it was Bloomington, an 


doing. 


We had decided in advance not to just bang and pound on our instr 


had done during the summer, but rather, come up with some type of composition. I 


dno one would care or judge what we were 


wrote the most simplistic thing I could think of, literally four single notes being played 


in progression again and ag; 


repetition, until my distortion is cr 
the changing notes. This goes on an\ 


ain. At first, very light and slow, building upon each 
anked and overcomes any sort of distinction between 
don for about thirty minutes. The end closes like the 


beginning, lightly plucked notes at a minimal pace. We titled it, “In Orbit”, since we 
knew it would be played for others only once at the Orbit Room. 


To give an idea of the sound of 
reminded me of Eno doing his ambient no 
say. It could have even remotely sounded 
Mazzacane Connors may have once recor 
is reminiscent of the Dead C. Like when the listener 
to get to the really, really good parts of their tunes 
“In Orbit” didn’t quite gel up to that. Lastly, I reme 
every time we practiced. SoI would say that w 
again, these similarities probably bear no sign 

Saturday, September 23rd comes qui 
Bloomington alone, hauling my gear, and Tr 


that just rawk out. However, 
mber thinking about early Hawkwind 
biggest influence in it all. Though 
ificance to anyone other than myself. 
ckly upon the Jammerz. I drove up to 
ent’s minimal drum set. Trent and his wife 


as the 


“Tn Orbit”, the intro and ending sometimes 

ise, just very basic. Background music, so to 
like some minimalist thing that Loren 

ded. I like to think the heavier, middle section 
endures their fifteen minute intros 
Iknow 


uments as we 


(e 


f 


go up separately, with the intent of getting a hotel room and staying the night. I go 
straight over to Crawlin’ Eddie Flowers (Gizmos/Heavy Mother). Ed and I hang before Sy 
heading out to get some food and on to the Orbit Room. 

Weall arrive at the Orbit Room and the gig has already started. I believe the first 
performer was Ditlee. In the description on the flyer, it said “psychedelic synthwork”, 
but I honestly cannot even recall what it sounded like. Weird. But I do remember 
mingling back and forth between Ed and Don Marvel (local head), and Trent and his 
wife. I remember somewhat getting nervous, but skimming the room to see what 
appeared to be a mostly hipster crowd, and feeling less so. 

Next up after Ditlee was Rush Falknor (Chicago noise). Rush had a mullet 
hairstyle with the top being dark, and the bottom flip dyed blonde. I think he had on 
suspenders too. Style, hah! Rush had some electronics set up on a table. He did a lot of 
bleeps and bloops by turning knobs and such. I could not help but notice that the entire 
room seemed to be entranced by what he was doing. Or perhaps it was the smell of the 
incense sticks he had burning on the small stage. Either way, I remember Trent’s wife 
asking me if he was playing songs or one long thing. I told her there was no way to tell. 
Once it was all over, everyone was raving for a bit. Then Trent and I went to set up. 

We both wore our shades during the set, I assume to hide ourselves from the 
assault of onlooking eyes. I remember starting and being really nervous. Part of the 
reason I had written such a simple piece, was I did not want to have to worry about 
messing up live. But... I did. I was shaking so much at the beginning that I missed some 
strings here and there, maybe even the main notes a couple of times. Trent later recalled ’ 
thinking, “Damn, he already fucked up”. But the momentum built, and we got towards 
the middle of it all. I could not help but notice though, the whole entire front two rows, 
who had been entranced by Rush Falknor’s knob-turning, just up and left. This included 

Rush himself! Whatever. I didn't much care for his set either, so the feeling was mutual. 
This did allow for Eddie to move up front and snap some photos for me. 

We finished up our set and there were maybe four or five people left in the place. 
No one said much. Trent’s wife commented that she was kind of uncertain about the 
beginning and ending, but was into the heavier portion. I think I was content at the fact 
we had gone through with the whole thing, and that it was over. 

Everyone went their separate ways and I drove off into the night. Heading south 
out of Bloomington, I could not help but think of when I was younger and I viewed the 
little college town as some kind of mecca of the Midwest. But with age, I realize it is just 
like every other place, and that it had been just another night in Bloomington. Only this 
night bore the birth and death of the Kool-Aid Jammerz, R.I.P. and rock on. 
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Dylan Plays Indy 
by Heff 
On June 7, 1988 Bob Dylan began what became known as the Never Ending ron OS 
This occurred four months before I was even brought into this world, and continued 
until 2020 when COVID caused concert dates to be canceled. Though Dylan has said the 
Never Ending Tour ended in 1991 with the departure of guitarist G.E. Smith, fans and 
the media have continued to refer to subsequent tours as the Never Ending Tour. When 
Dylan returned in September 2021, he announced something new, the Rough and 
Rowdy Ways World Wide Tour, that would span 2021-2024. This title refers to his last 
album of new material, ROUGH AND ROWDY WAYS (2020). Thus far on this tour, 
Dylan has rolled through the sleepy Midwest two times. In 2021, he played at the Ca 
Indiana University Auditorium in Bloomington. And in October, 2023, he played two 
Serecien nights at the Murat Theatre in Indianapolis. ; 
ots from Thad personally been a Dylan obsessive up until a couple of years ago. Some 
Test inghouse py « personal changes to my life outlook and perspective, particularly a shift in musical 
Special preferences, have caused me to realize that through a large portion of his career, the 


Trndy . 
Pics by Retr Ss 


Ras = man kind of just repeated his output again and again. Obviously, most of the material 
& wees from the 1960’s is great, as is some of his later work starting with TIME OUT OF MIND 
<a>. NN /' (1997) and continuing on, though I never cared much for the Sinatra imitation albums. 
With all that being said, I really had no intention of going to see him in Indy. Ihad ‘* 
already been seven times before, and that seemed plenty. But on a random day when 
browsing online to see if there were any interesting shows (there usually never are), I 
could not help but notice how cheap tickets were to both nights in Indy. About $40 a 
night. I thought to myself, I might as well go, as I was on Fall Break from teaching that 
‘ week, and it would give me the chance to go to the big city. I purchased the tickets and 7 
* awaited the date. 

The first night was on Monday, October 16th. I drove to Indy and arrived about 
four hours before the show. My coworkers had purchased me a birthday gift card forthe | 
world famous St. Elmo’s Steakhouse, and I had every intention of having dinner before 4 
the show. I mosied around downtown before my 5:15 reservation. I then had some 
fabulous shrimp cocktail and filet mignon before making my way back to the Murat. 

Once I arrived, the line had already formed. I lingered about before committing > 
to taking a place in it. Soon the Murat staff came around and checked tickets. They were 
writing down where each person was going to sit on a card, and giving it to individuals, 
since we had been informed Dylan was not allowing access to cell phones during the 
show. They were going to be locked away inside of a small pouch, and not unlocked until | 
exiting the venue. My mind kind of wondered at the reasons for this. I had always read 
how private a person he was. Or perhaps he wanted people to enjoy the experience 
through their own eyes, and not through a camera lens. Who knows. People seemed 


\ pretty upset about it all. It really did not affect me much though. 
qY 
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Sitting in my seat, I was curious as to who would be next to me. Eventually, two 
older gentlemen came and sat down. After one struck up conversation with me, I found 
out that he had seen Dylan over fifty times, and his buddy next to him had seen him over 
one hundred times. Wow! In fact, the other guy had driven up from North Carolina to 
see the two Indy shows, and was then following him on to Akron and Cincinnati later in 
the week. Pure dedication. And then right before the show started, I looked over to see 
Kellen Baker (Heavy Mother guitarist) with a lovely lady coming down the same row I 
was in. We were both pretty excited to see each other, but as Dylan was taking the stage, 
Kellen continued on down to his seat. 

Dylan came onstage wearing an all black suit with white rimmed hat and white 
pointed boots. In fact, the whole band was clad in black outfits. He sat middle stage ata 
baby grand piano, and the band kicked off into “Watching The River Flow”, an obscure 
cut from his GREATEST HITS, VOLUME II record. It was never officially on any 
particular album, but was put on that album to entice devotees who had all the other 
material to still buy the album. He continued on into “Most Likely You Go Your Way 
(And I'll Go Mine)” from BLONDE ON BLONDE. 

The stage setup was somewhat intriguing. Very basic. Dylan’s crew had the Murat 
raise the backstage curtain up halfway, exposing the black brick stage wall. Dylan had 
what appeared to be lamps from a 1930’s movie set surrounding the band. It gave the 
illusion that Dylan and crew were a 1950’s blues or R&B band playing in a back alley 
somewhere, or perhaps at a Southern tavern during Prohibition. 

Dylan himself was reminiscent of all his personal heroes... Jerry Lee, Little 
Richard, Fats Domino, and Otis Spann. Pounding away on the keys of his baby grand to 
each tune. Surprisingly, it did not sound too bad. The band seemed to have a more 
acoustic feel than when I had seen them previously. More roots based, I guess. Though, 
this was the second time that I have attended and Charlie Sexton was not on lead guitar. 
He typically adds most of the flavor to whatever is being played, and is a joy to watch, as 
well. 

The setlist contained a handful of fan favorites, but the majority were songs from 
f the ROUGH AND ROWDY WAYS album. I was content with this though. I enjoy that 
album immensely. I think it is the last great thing Dylan will probably do in his life, and 
I firmly believe that he realizes it, as well. The arrangements have shifted from the 
album versions to better fit the live setting, and I dig what Dylan is putting out there in 
this sense. A lot of the lyrics deal with him not only looking back at his many past lives, 4 
but accepting the present moment for what it is. “Black Rider” is a personal favorite, and Ce 
Thighly recommend anyone giving it a listen. > 

On this tour, Dylan has been playing a cover song of a famous artist who is from 
whatever city/state he is playing. I knew I recognized the lyrics to one particular song, 
but it wasn’t until I was at home and looked it up, did I realize that it was a Mellencamp 
=, tune. Blah! It is too bad he did not choose Hoagy Carmichael or Wes Montgomery. I 
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» would have even settled for a John Hiatt cover. But I know that Dylan and Mellencamp 
are pals, so I guess he was obligated. 


There was a random cover of the Dead’s “Truckin” shortly towards the end of the 
/ set, which everyone was into. It was not that surprising given alot ofthe audience were 
probably Deadheads too. The last song was “Every Grain Of Sand” from SHOT OF LOVE 


(1981). A kind of odd choice, but then Dylan has been doing this one now in his sets 


( 


since about 2019. 
‘As the crowd dispersed, our phones were unlocked from the pouches. I got into NVWVVVV 
my vehicle and headed towards home, the big city in my rearview mirror, becoming 
smaller and smaller. I felt slightly off. I knew it was a long drive, but something was not 
quite right. I would wake up the next morning pretty sick. My fatigue was the worst P 
symptom, and I debated attending the second night's show right up until it was time 
that I needed to depart. I realized that I really did not have the energy to get there, let 


alone sit through it all, then drive home again. That is okay, because I looked the next 
day, and the only difference in the setlist from Monday night to Tuesday, was instead of 
he Dead’s “Truckin”, he played Chuck Berry’s “Nadine”. Nothing life changing. 
In conclusion, if you are going to see Dylan playing his “hits” and to have a 
rockin’ good time, I would not recommend seeing him at this stage of his life. But if you 
have a vague understanding of his career, and are somewhat familiar with his output in 
he last ten years or so, 1 would advise going. I think it is interesting to see an artist who 
could long be retired, still out there hammering down night after night. It might not be 
hat great soundwise, but it is an experience. And honestly, what better experience are 
you going to get these days? It is a man still following in the footsteps of his own idols. | 
Like he states in “Key West (Philosopher’s Pirate)” from ROUGH AND ROWDY WAYS, 
“I was born on the wrong side of the railroad track, like Ginsberg, Corso, and Kerouac, 
ike Louie, and Jimmy, and Buddy, and all the rest”. Dylan... still out there living a life, 


» on the road, an American treasure. 
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5-STEP QUICKSTART GUIDE 
W 
é S A Ewe. 
CAGES - "Mental Ansuish / Lidless Eyes"% 


\ 


Fa 
‘ Recorded December 2022... from Robert Forward. 
Album art of cages, a jail, my copy is on red 
paper,#18/157. Booted up: chris phinney and know 
rs] mitchell on... swaths of noise and syhbh sounds. 
I am sitting in e room and outside thru the glass 
sliding door leaves are falling, Track 1 ends. 
J Our water has been out in our apartment for almost a 
ws full work week. This building is losing 7 gallons of 
water every half minute. My car needs a new alternator N 
“I ond it'set to arrive tomorrow, Already spent a half grand 
“ in desperation for new connectors, battery, and service, 
Track 2 is more aqueous, but the flip-side of new aECy. 
Not too menacing or entirely unpleasent. Not stark enough | 
to be a John Carpenter film score inclusion, Empty Cages 
ee most of this building is vacant except for staff = . 
d plumbing professionals digging 7 feet deep for a big sir i 
aa work place is provably almost emptyed out by this point. 
Ae Liverty is out to lunch and it's just wl the aes es ge 
po bolas eupe’ te | — ea e oan face Sicario 
: bewins and it makes me think of 4 piece - Pet dee Tie Bley: 
>, heard through a wall, but there is no wal + Be a S tna 
heck out our fire alarms and replac 
ms Lane wacowlg vie te a time for when they want to come in, 
eg Act eb the keys. I could slide-lock the door Pe eas 
EY Mond & : in when it happens, Sere 
could still knock and I let them in w : : Satoh at 
we have got to get Out OF ReeE et are wiliy an veowfua, Eke ves 
+ strate our exit sureegy. *" aay he pulses an 
oocnkne che leaves but now is napping cag repent oie ek sg ee 
{ my clatter, Lucky we are upstairs ~ oe unit flooded, but my block 
me constant. Reminds me of the time 4 S 2 TEresbiags. Foshorns pitch 
1 wa scathed.Track 4?Alarms duiled end_ ie ce ae are tacit 
e, Bhapted and. layered, Dulled some more, Easy to th be outside 
ca gute EM e existence, Making moves to Swedes 
but oftentimes it s mer reach for something les f 
Be Ee one ite an mops “To not be so indifferent of mysel 
e eople,. 
ees anne er ee, Eeaiee are piling 
and my a LUG» 


outside- we do have & good view. 


Treck 5, feels more exterior than in somehow, An unfurling melody? 
There are certain Grors that make me guestion my speakers which 

are slready suspect, When so much is ailing, thinking of how to 
push forward gets difficult- sometimes things just open up to 

us and we take it. Take the fork in the road. But you have to go 
outside for that. mmm. Opened the door and peered out, leaves falling, 
I did go further earlier when I needed a pee break, went in the woods, a 
felt cool eir. Batter than the stuffy bathroom, Might make more of habit ¥ 
of it- it was part of my ritual et Thistlewood apartments, but then again 
I was tucked away and on a ground level, The place was earthy, lots of 
ougs, near bike trails and some woods, Less letches on the cage and no one ES 
ceme eround unless you asked them to if I remember correctly. 


Track six, more shin ying-sawing, The wind is picking up outside 
Good CD for thee introspection, 270ct23 eS 
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Ariel Pink 2/10/15, Seattle ————~ 
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C At Neumos, natch! ed 
C BY WADE OBERLIN 


Dates: February 10, 2015 


Location: Neumos, Seattle WA / 


™~ 


So this isn’t exactly a hot new group; they have been making the rounds a bit. What eNO ot 

last night's show especially great is that while Haunted Graffiti are at the height of popularity, 

they are touring under what Pink confusingly calls his “solo album" tour. And his latest 

offerings from the album “pom pom” were even better when recreated onstage rveolng) 

a. talents show little signs of tiring, no matter the ne cee 
Neumos was packed on a Tuesday and after a set by Jack Name, a grooving and glOOMY), essrsmeqsrmeerennnt 
opener that set the mood nicely, a feeling of a storm was undoubtedly in the air. Red « 

ot curtains, fog machine and lights seem like a totally necessary backdrop for Ariel's brand of 

C~ grit and glam. And when his ensemble finally walked on stage, the place lit up with an energy } 


that | honestly didn't see coming. Pink took his place with a pair of aviator glasses and blew 
up his reverb drenched mic with banter... “we graduated from Neumos but here we are / 


again...” something condescendingly funny to fet 
a 


It was the glasses; | saw hints of Tony Clifton underneath those shades. His look changed in 
moment however when the group threw themselves into “Not Enough Violence.” This new 
m song Off the solo album, almost on cue, sent a few folks hurtling, moshing, or shoving their 


way toward the front of the stage. A girl next to me, already upset with pushy fans, Nad Ne 
glasses knocked clean off her head and minutes later could only find a single lens. 


mani j ming fall t , . ; a aaae 
Iesancing. It had been a great view from up there, pom = OOF fille with peeing sire 
After the first three workouts, Ariel implored everyone to take it down a notch to enjoy ie 
slower ballads. At this point they played one of their latest hits, “Put Your Number In My 


Phone,” which led to slow dancing and maybe some heavy petting. They later moved into the 
headbanging “Four Shadows," followed by Pink cueing his group to play two old favorites... 
QQ i ee 


| sang most of the words to “Menopause Man” and “Life in L.A.” (two songs | really wanted to 
hear but didn’t expect) and felt totally in bliss. These two songs in particular, for me, show off 
everything his group is capable of; Tim Koh is a great and capable bass player that could sit 
in with the Jacksons, while Joe Kennedy plays an infectiously great keyboard and a mean sax. 
Kenny Gilmore also plays the keys like a virtuoso and catches a break on guitar so fairly nen 
member Jorge Elbrecht can show off his chops. And L.A. Punk legend Don Bolles (of The 

Germs and a thousand other bands) filled in on drums and acts like a swiss watch. Ariel 

referred to him as their “leader,” only second in command to the fog MACHING. pene, 


At this point my m mory gets a little sketchy, but | believe they reentered their new album 
material to play the odd “Black Ballerina” and (give or take a track, maybe) ended with the 
m= saddening “Picture Me Gone,” with plenty of audience swaying. But of course the show 
couldn't end on such a downer. Since a bit of “pom pom” was written by another member of 
LA. Rock royalty, the late great Kim Fowley, it was only right that the group reclaimed the 
stage minutes later to play tribute. “Sexual Athletics,” garage rock cover “Bright Lit Blue Skies” 
< and the energizing “Dayzed Inn Daydreams" closed out the set proper. 


to us these days. In short, Ariel Pink and his pong band 


ERS : : are worth the price of admission. 
C__ Ahammycheezy February 13. 2015 at 3:23 am 


— Yep, it was a great show! You fo 
“She’s Gone” in the encore. Ch 


sae = 
got to mention their excellent cover of The Dover’s | 
eers! / es a ee 


Se aoe: 


ifyou can. Iused the final F 
nd, funnily enough, probably : 


So we're here with Ital 

Yeah. ( f 

Nice to meet you. Thanks for coming through. 
My pleasure. ney 

You're here... at the far tic Dubspot. | 
Yeah. 


Grew up in D. C. in --Super vibrant, like punk scene. You know, I was in high school and like ‘ 
started getting into [Black] Flag and Bad Brains, 90s Fugazi and... ri ie bits 
I was on the same label as Bad Brains. ‘Pr: 

Which label? . 3 


Roar. 


Respect, dude. 


™) 


iw. nS ae 
Eventually, got out on the west coast and was like, into techno an 


king on that. Roe il : 
Le Ta 


San Francisco. It was kind of weird because it was like all that techr 
peegls listened to it but it all felt kind of imported and and- 


ols 


You know, wh-what are we doing? Like what 


consumers, like passive consumers. 


Yeah, yeah. So, because I feel like it was so isolated, my girlfriend and I were both P 


did it, because I wasn't seeing that much of it. So I just started making these cut / 


and paste tracks. Q's. :* ~~ y' 


So it’s a free um, sof 2 RR ao 


like, “oh, we should make some electronic music” and I had no idea how ae 


Yeah, it's just like a free Pro Tools. Kind of like Sound ni Burial, Le you knov M 


ng instrume: 


lems w 


Nerioortsclrettle® ae —— 4 


<’ we should have come up with something else by now. Yaknow?- 


! You've got a better idea? 
fer I don't, it's not my job to do thad WH, 


. Christmas 2010, I was at my parents house and... I heard on the stereo ec synt 
sound, this Mannheim Steamroller song. So I-I was like, oh, that sounds 

- awesome. So I made this track. This is the original. But like, I made this track 
“Culture Clubs.” That was playing the live version of... *plays segment of . 

~ song* That's the chorus, so... And I have this pretty awesome janky pitch shift 
that... slides. | al - 
Mm hmm. 


Mmhm. e gee j a 
and so on and so forth, and you cut and paste them so o they go on for millions of 
hours, and- | 

You like to leave the pops? 

Yeah, lots of pops. sd 
Yeah, I love the pops too. 
Yeah, no, I mean- 


I'm a pop suy too. 


that I don't like guitars. And that- 
‘oO: *audibly groans* e on : 
S.. definitely don't like them in New rork. And they should not be in New York 
City. 7 a. cis 
Wow. ‘ath, 
~Ever. I think New York is only bass, pretty much bass and drums is kind of a’ 
= New York sound. New Jersey, Long Island, you get some guitars, you know. 
| O®) Au music or Just, just tracks? ety d 


My problem with guitars is that... 

Let's hear it. . ' 

It's lost all its mystery. Like there's, I've heard some amazing guitar players like 
Fred Frith and all these guys and they have to do some crazy stuff to really make 


on tifferent. x Pr 
Db | Yeah. Eh so what happens in New York? Outside of New York? 


Re My problem is that all these indie rockers came to New York City with their, you, 
| know, hot girlfriends and they're like, you know, keychains with like a millio: 
| keys, I don't know why the 4 
, dude, you're describing my life. 


They're dogwa- *bursts out laughing* ¢ 
. 


*/ Cuz they're dogwalkers. It was mny first job- 
TC] Oh! Of course- 


We're all dogwalkers, dude. Yeah, we're here- we're here for you- 


ar — 
And then, you know- a = 


“were coming to get you ~e 

Talways grew up, I didn't really see, I grew up in New York City, so I didn't see 

many guitar players- — tae 
) Howis that Possible? 

-so it's very, you know, kind of a very big prejudice- how is it poss- BASS, you 
know, is really New York City. So anyway, then, now recently, everywhere I goll 
' gotta go get a coffee... F ; a e 

Jangly guitar. f 

It's a guitar. A harmonica, 


You know, I go, uh, visit, uh, 
~* And all these keys, too. 


Lie SS 
O eal!!! a 


U- nome” 


. Yeah, yeah, all these, no, those are fine, it's- 


eS ’ The keys are fine. 
{CIs not the keys. 
DO". The hot girlfriends. 
_f&. t's the guitars, because what Ei: 
D% Okay, what does jt do? 
they eee ‘3 be jn New York. 


\<* ..the people who play them. 
\ vD ", Well, what are they, uh *Raz presumably" waves him off* 


~~ to hear more... fee : dels 


what the guitar does is- 


no, no, I, uh, J want 


\ (&'.. No, Lmean, see, you stopped playing guitar and then yo! 
Why? Why did you do that? ' T eeeearae - ae 
(J -D- Well... f 
(K. — Because you knew! It was no! eo | a | 
| O’. Hahaa! Sar fs eee ea S 
fe’. You knew it, even though there's eaitan players all over } a New York City. Where'd oO 
D they come from? 1 don't know. They dropped here from, like, there was some I @ __ 
_ kind of bus. Came jn from ..San Francisco, maybe a 


D" Yep, could be. .. 


(KR. Not D.C., though. I mean, I got all due respect for ev 
E.R... but: the g} ouitars, it’s rampant, it's like a virus in New York City right now. 


e who has the guts to say it! It seems like everyone's just being 
ow it's a cons you! know, I know 


veryone from D.C 


j'm the only on! 
bush hush about jt. And I kn 
at's going on. 


spiracy. And, 


really 
what's none on, I know W 


| 4 A , 
People. uh, they're like, this is how I do it, ou going to see iC OITy nan 
» UD, > but re not t he it. a! 
| , your 1g to Idi Sorry for the Gern: A 
2 


accent... 


ae 
) 't like it yu gO that, 


Tit Exactl: 
\ you kno’ el reas 
ie w, like, “oh, I'm right.” Cause this is a big beef of mine is, is a lot of Oo 
= right. And nobody's right. ee 
ooe oO o> a6 (8 That's for sure. o 
Teh- uh I don't ever wanna be right. » j Lr - 


FAUXWOODPANELING. COM | 
FAUXWOODPANELING@GMAIL.COM i 
WE HANDLE EVERY ORDER PER: ONALLY. 
BIG THX, REALLY, | 
-WADE > 


=| MACABRE - Radio Drama 


A radio drama produced by 
militery personnel at (FEN) 
(the Far East Network) Yokota 
m Airbase, near Tokyo, Available 
Moon archive.org, YT... if you 
Sa don't know, play it on a rainy 
day and close your eyes, 
Wait, which episode though? 
Try "The me Horseman" 
-December 11, 1961 


4 mereonmrar™ 

What song have you fad on repeat so 
v much lately that it makes you question if 
you actually might be losing it a little? 


\ & @thegoodmarty 
» Boa - Duvet 
4 
“And you don’t seem to understaaand...” 
‘ . . . 
The mental confusion? One day thinking 
‘duvet” was the word for “bidet” ... Boa’s 
signature song covers you like a heavy Ry = il 
blanket, and cleans out your feels with a & the usueD euthor imhis-netural environ. 
. . Ba e 
spray that is sure to rinse the bottom of Jy ook 4¢. ng @ 
your soul-orifice. Rated a 2os4 


MORE ©Pes hes 
(messed 
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GAS STATION ENCOUNTERS 


Shee-gon'! When things get 
S8looocow at work, you think 


there is time to take ina Look here- there is little 
eo ace pS cae intelligent thought that oe lend 
e 3 iiication, to Pigman, Just yesterday (May 2nd 
there is GAS STATION ENCOUNTERS, / 2023) my pops was checking out this 
What kind of snacks/drinks / guys channelY¥,.. Ted Nugent was his 


can the people get away with? guest, offing PIGS FROM A HELICOPTER, 


chk ae you're faster Wild boars to be exact, The whole time 
Lege as eight og one \ PIGMAN and Ted are cracking jokes, 
‘ es ye or Loutuber j shouting variations of "get em'" ana 
randon Shue, or is that Show? | just being hyenas, basically. Dad 
arin cata " } wants to ride with PIGMAN- I want 
- gas 8 Hage re appens the helo to fall from the sky and 
SeURee Ee Petes i gee burst into flames, but my time-altering 
’ &, and all kids telekinesis just ain't honed tothat 
Be Glade: cee eeGane sare Ce point yet, Next vid- not PIGMAN, but 
Pp i ? UL same business, but instead of Tejas 
such... and he's got presence, or wherever the Nuge was, it's Australia 
I mean, when —e gumption, ae the guy doing the shootin' has about 
400 more boars to mow down, He does 
ee gee Reka VOICE, and directall not laugh, crack jokes, or even breath, 
ie gers who pilfer wares His hit ratio is FAR more impressive 
contain§nmostly empty calories than PIGMAN or Amboy Douche, Just 
and sugars day after day... another day for a sociopath with 
her ge oP ie om lege a great gig that keeps him out of, 
peprent right? Rient?? be i Geez, any area with soft-target-PEOPLE, 
3 \ 
Ais for absurd, The whole Last thing- I had to relay this stuff 


darn situ, the rightness to my Jamestown pals, While not familiar 

(on all sides) on full display, with PIGMAN, they knew what a boar-spear 

but with one steadfast gas~man ; was, I get it, nasty fuckers, best to 

running the show, What a life} handle them from afar if you are the 
sorry / well-paid so-and-so who has 
got to kill pigs but, YEESH! 


Pig 
< i 


“ALN 
WY UE Wan DN all NW 


Aa Ce ee ae : 
TUBI worthy, but i had to order the DV . 
om Greece. That’s fine though- very good. 
Girls hopping on beds, a tap dancing scene 
Pg and ‘storms; all bring me back to Gummo, 

which i may have mentioned before is just 
one of those god-tier films recommended 
by Kristen Lundberg. Happy b-day, K (19 

SEP 23)! Fun fact: Kristen m, 
Laurel Nakadate in New York, or at least 
knew she’d be there when she was there 


has (Facebook told me so) 


Here, Nakadate pulls a Korine WITHOUT : e 
TRYING TOO HARD, as in, such as, not 14% 
a pushing too many sucker punches or 
Overkill offenses, Sometimes it feels like a | 
Korine pace, with Korine shots. But it’s A 
Laurel Nakadate. It's a ghostly art world... 
it’s Hollywood, Florida, which isjustas 
£00d as the States neighborhood near Ls 
Nashville (where Gummo was filmed, which — 
looks Passingly like Xenia, Ohio), 
Whoops! Spoke too soon. Laurel and co. 
can swing sucker punches as well as Todd 
gee SOlondz it turns out. Again, without trying 
= too hard- and let’s add she needed not to 
make a full-on film career out of it, it being 
just another Part of her more general 
marteest oeuvre. Excited to find and see 
her other feature, soonish. 


ay have seen 


fil 
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ALIVE ON THE SCR 
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"-they don"t come down tere anymore," 
| she says, referring to her parent. 
| Three years out of high school with 
;mo direction. ® | 


: days 
‘Julie sleeps 18 hours every two 

leven in her dreams she finds: rements 
of her online 1ife-«s "But Julies ape 
| don®t you have other projects: im life? 
N "Projectet" 


| wpt'g: funny, my parents always ask me 
cr * : the same shit." 


nolife just now 

cest fait :]]]]]] 

chui a cote du foret 
je prend le prochain? 


solneldansante just now 
mdr deja? 
quaker justnow _ 


attend la on va regrouper avant 
on arrive 


"Who gave that thing life??" 
says Charla, talking about 
e mysterious ventriloquist. dumzy- } 
e "God’? FUCK Godt** 


tRyer see an archon?" Hult? An existentialist 
fever dream at around 2 mimtes and thirty seconds. 
Perhaps better than a longer. feature ever could be. 
Whet is a trailer anymore, or a feature? Standardization 
‘and the idea of product and ephemere is Dlurring, or sumthin. 


‘As someone who Ras tooled around submarines, abipyerds end 
tribunals, I feel this in the pit of my stomach, even with 
all-the eryptic gamer lingo pall quotes: ~~ aes 


RPP . 13 
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Approaching Singularity. Dream World/Real World. Flyleaf or Boa. Or 
both. Lain. eXistenZ. The Matrix, sure. Nick Land, Hardcore techno. 
Present Day! Present Time! Hahahaha! VR goggles. Roswell, Memex, 

tet’s all love Lain. 
David Lightbourne, Stop & Listen Boys, Pierre Menard, Borges... the 
Wyoming Stories introduction. “We crave narrative” — simultaneity, 


nearity is also viable, and more often than not “it goes like this” 
comes before “anything goes” and everything plays. 

PlayStation, PlayStation 2, Mac and Bandai. Serial Experiments Lain 

is creepy and at times makes you feel sick. Repulsion with purpose. 
Did he say porpoise? ECCO the dolphin. Tetsuo The Iron Man. 
Religious AM radio in Wyoming: “in the future, we will have self 


ifeel'a lot likellain, From io in Wye 
driving vehicles, and moral chaos.” 


the anime, serial Neither here nor there. Deism. Lain has a strange gait or walk. If 
things aren’t remembered, they never really happened. A God needs 


experiments lain nctieass-oems believe 


Undo, Delete, Flip Reset. Happy/Sad Ending. Avant Phantasmagoria. 
Parts of this anime you would remember. YouTube available. 
Serial Experiments... Lain. PSX game. Also nonlinear, wholly different 


: ~ EO 8g ste narrative. Playable via browser. Make the Simulacra sad: 
laingame.net 


nonli 


OF, 


So, I have almost finished this book about the creation of DOOM and a 
lot that came after it. It is a good read- I’ll say that. In a rock context, or 
non-dweeb context, the reflex may be that it’s some more dork shit. 
Games, screentime and violence are ubiquitous in our common everyday * 
than ever before. Early access to the internet was a privilege of upper or 
middle class peoples, and entire sandcastle empires have come out of it. 
New blends of music, art, comedy tragedy and melodrama have 
developed online, which then spilled out into the reality of the unplugged, 
until networks created platforms and wires went wireless. DOOM (ona 
computer) must have been an early privilege for gamers not just because 
of the stated violence but because of its speed, lucidity, and early 
connectivity that led to the creation of “deathmatches”- players blowing 
each other away with an array of simulated weapons. While videogames 
had their own rating systems, gov’ mt involvement was limited until, of 
course, Columbine became the story for the end of the century. The 
shooters had made their own custom levels of DOOM, resembling their 
own school. As eerie as this is, custom maps were a common creative 
outlet for many gamers who did not take assault weapons into schools- I 
would need to be under duress to blurt that art begets violence and not the 
other way around. 


Going into the 2000s with online access at home, and at my local library, =’ 
the “art” I appreciated most was typically in the form of Flash videos. 
Newgrounds was a common place to visit online for their array of vids, 
which greatly varied in quality but usually showed taboo junk. Many 
creators took inspiration from the dullest of sources... kiddie videogames 
and mainstream cartoon characters. A lot of this stuff was just violating, \y 
but no one could call Newgrounds out or put it down easy. You're the s 
Man Now Dog (YTMND) condensed stupidity in a way that wouldbe = 
prophetic: an early form of online memes, it was a ranked site made up of 
nothing more than audio loops, a tiled background image, and some text ¢ 
repeating to some end point on some invisible horizon line(s). Such 
timewasting stuff was actually a lesson in memetics given to kids by 
strangers. It felt like a game. Memes are now more commonplace than 

free idle time. " 


DOOM is a game- a game I only ever saw as a kid when I stopped by to * 
see my cousin. He had issues with walking, so naturally he spent most of 
his time upstairs in a semi-attic space. His den was enveloped by the 
glow of a large TV with cable and satellite hookups and various game 
consoles. He often played Mortal Kombat, and DOOM. I would watch XN 
him play- maybe I took control a few times -but mostly [just observed = 
him blasting away demons, finding secret passages. Years later, the first, 
application I got on my iPhone was Castle Wolfenstein, which was 

developed by the same team that would go on to make DOOM. A couple 

years back, I was able to play “Classic” DOOM on Liberty’s PlayStation \ 

4, which she owned solely to “play DVDs... and Spyro.” DOOM is 
something that I am now caught up on. 


Many other things passed me by in this electronic age, certainly for the 
better, but now research and curiosity leads me to the story of Chris Chan 
and the culture of internet trolls, Kiwi Farms ... Is Anyone Up (and its 
analogous musical parallels, emo and post-hardcore shit, which I safely 
AVOIDED) ... GamerGate. Even the career developments of comedian 
Dane Cook and ska bands launched by MySpace. 


ae 


id wes ie eit of a up until that fateful year in 2016 

\ ed. Ditto about Elliot Rodger in 2019! P 

internet, people who lived and breathed i i oe 

Gamiar en hed internet discordance were making 
, political setting more than ever. I th 

new attitude of people whose per: iti Reyer ha 

: i personalities were molded by internet 

Rie and seemingly forbidden political rie ec rise 

pa ark a : and in music, for real. It already was happening in comed 
ion Dollar Extreme (sustained successfully) and in literature a 


on Jolly and encyclopedia.zone (less success y. ore ofte: in nol 
Don Joll id dia.z it Me fen th bt, 
(less ssfully). often tha 


In music- sensational i 
5 yes, sustainab r rene 
isin tikes f le, far less so. The story of Virginfest 


=. = thing that is viewable on YouTube. Music scenes are 
iy = - time-space scenario that fools cannot be suffered more than 
os ina oa i at sige one by one- cretins in groups tend to snuff 
s a ‘annot contain themselves. Virgi i 
4 t n . Virginfest is from the 
ae Sia tee kind of thing. Maybe these events happen 
cles. Negative XP, the headliner of th i 
also went by the alias School Sh . is ttle 
ooter and much of their lyrical 
serves to create ballads about and for i Sarria 
! ternet trolls, dweeb 
losers, or some variants. Onli is sla ei 
. Online people gathered i i ‘ 
and hear their music —what eee 
r a concept, and one that sparked i 
: : pt, sparked intense 
me eae Interestingly, local police got called in to shut Virginfest 
wn, but they just partied with the gamers... 


alee whee saya reading Masters Of Doom in one of his 
: ntessionals- he says (and I paraphrase) while “ 
journalism” is a rather “shabby” topic, thi \ powered 
r y” topic, this book in an excepti 
jeer or so people made themselves filthy rich wit Sane 
Hs ie ee Jee hei eae one that is still getting play to 
inctionality and history —in ways th i 
New players, whatever the field Gig cnn ae 
. , are praising programmers as if th 
really were rock stars, or i toa 
; ch , or gamers as if they were true athletes, S 
Violence, Politics, and the Pursuit of $ will incorporate the fag and 


syntax of our digital ubiquity which is hi ironi 
a Meni eee is highly contrary, postironic if ironic 


Again, to paraphrase- GK Chesterton 
objected to being governed badly, 
governed at all. And as B.c. Mille 


1 once wrote that the poor have 
while the rich have objected to being 


d ; Tr once surmised, “punk” is ab 
oe aristocracy. It is natural that the worlds of saining and Pg : 
nverge, creati; i i 
g ing new working or terminal models for the acts of 


2 
countercultufe or contracultiiré. When the needle seems to point to the 


latter these days, it gets jumpy. But that’s an i 
i ‘ analog thing. 
e Ad ; 
Peevailing ++ Aistroen 
; co SE ; 


Halloween parties are better than Xmas parties yet there is a 
relationship between the 2 holidays. Used ta be when they 
pushed Nanas they waited until after Thanksgiving, all those 
‘Thanksgiving parades ended with Santa Claus in his sleigh 
{except oneiyear in the Macy's Parade they had this guy who was 
Supposed to be. Santas 4elper rather than the frostbitten: sep- 
ttagendrian Inmscl{) ahd the week after thar Xmas vas on the 


Way in all the stores from coast to coast. Now they're starting the 


whole promotion job befor Halloween and who ate they kidding? 
They trying to cheapen Halloween or something? Tiose fuckers! 

Atmas itself was never much of acholiday once the yule log gor 
outlawed in Boston'so it was a worthwhile treat when they: started 
creating a whole new holiday known as Commercial Xmas, ong of 
the best events on the entire calendar, Commercial Xmas was 
always a shot of adrenalin: for both'the better-to-give-than-receive 
platoon and ail the suckers who had to receive all that shit too. 
Nobody gives presents anymore except for parentsiand there just 
ain't many. of those left; So if it was just-a non-present Commer 
cial Xmas every year it would be the Capitalist Rip-Offs greatest 
gift to man‘and a Xian gesture of more than token value. Bur alas 
that ain’r the story: this pre-Halloween thing has fucked it up 
inmeasurably and ies all played out before 750 leaves have fallen 
and Frosty the Snowman: is justa snowelouds dream, So lees pur 
an. end to this Xmas bullstuff and Mr X with itl He never 
belonged in it and hes had no busmess making 9. comeback and so 
if he loses his birthday as a holiday itll be like Taiwan out of the 
ULN. so sign the petition to make it possible now! ; 

In its-place lees have PRESENTS FOR HALLOWEEN and 
there's already a more than adequate system for handling all the 
atlvance orders for this eventuality: Thick or Treat! Bat there’s 
already Sorne danger lurking on the horizon which threatens to 
cut down on the immense spirituality of this awesome celebration 
of the fall: cerebral palsy or muscular dystrophy or one of them is 


e : . eS rt 


: a i= a lie 
very Khaby Lame Christmas... 


